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When her daughter came agayne To serue at the borde, as her husband bad, The mother stared with her eyen twayne, Euen as one that had ben mad.
All the folke that at the boord sate, Did her behold then euerichone ; The mother from the boord her gate, Following her daughter, and that anone, And in the kitching she her fand, Saying ynto her in this wise : Daughter, thou shalte well vnderstand, I did not teach thee after this guyse.
A, good mother ! ye say full well, All thinges with me is not ajs ye weene : If ye had bene in Morels fell As well as I, it should be seene. In Morels fell! what deuill is that ? Mary, mother, I will it you show; But beware that you come not thereat, Lest you your selfe then doe beshrew.
Come downe now in this seller so deepe, And Morels skin there shall you see, With many a rod that hath made me to weepe, When the blood ranne downe fast by my knee, The mother this beheld, and cryed out alas ! And ran out of the seller as she had bene wood j She came to the table where the company was, And sayd, out, horeson ! I will see thy harte blood.
Peace, good mother! or so haue blisse. Ye must daunce else as did my wyfe, And in Morels skin lye, that well salted is, Which you should repent all the dayes of youre lyfe. All they that were there held with the yong man, And sayd, he dyd well in euery manet degree : Whan dynner was done, they departed all than, The mother no lenger durst there be.